
NORWICH BULLITIN, THURSDAY, AUGUST 13, 1914

around, you whistle and I will runsaid Johnnie.. pantry. You then go up a flight of
stairs and - come to four large bed onTHE WIDE AWAKE CIRCLE

BOYS' AND GlfiLS DEPARTMENT

. . .

HUMMER WINDOW SCREE , ,
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hold cucumber fairs where they are
shown in great quantities and have
been Bold 40 for a cent, The peasant
children eat them, as the colored peo-
ple in the south .eat watermelons.

Whola farms are devoted to grow-
ing cucumbers in England, where 240,-00- 0

little cucumbers - In their season
are gathered every morning; and in
one English village where there was
a pickle factory the growers brought
to market 10,000 bushels a week.

18x33 worth 25c. . . . . -

24x33 worth 30c
24x37 worth 35c. . . .
28x37 worth 40c. ....

LAWN
$3.00, reduced to.c ...... . :
. - r-- J Jreuuceti 10 .

4,00, reduced to. . . ..... .... . ..:... . . .......
$4.50, reduced to . ..... .

"
, GARDEN HOSE , O -

-- "''
25 ft. lengths, y2 inch5-pl- y

50 ft. lengths, inch, 5-p- ly ... .
50 ft. lengths, i inch, ...;. ... ... . . ; . . . . . . . . .
50 ft. lengths, i inch,
50 ft. lengths, $i inch, 6-pl- y. . . .... ....... . . .

' v v GRASS
25c "Grass Shears
50c Grass Shears..

FRUIT JARS AND ALUMINUM
PRESERVING KETTLES sy

. . Rules for Youna Writer.
L' Write plainly on oat aid ,ot taatapr only, and number tbe pages.
1. Use pen and Ink, not pencil,
&. Short aad pointed . anuses will

be given preference. IH not use ovm
i&0 words.

4, Original stories or letter - only
will be used.

S. Write roar name, ace and ad- -

utb ptainiy ox we Bottom 01 iutstory.
Address all communications la , Un-

cle Jed. Bulletin Office.

"Whatever you are Be that! ftWba never yon say Be truel
Straightforwardly act, y
Be honest in fact. ' 1.-- ..

Be nobody else but yen.1

POETRY.

If.
By Ethel Hallett Porter:

If I were a wee, black kitten. .
And you were a bis red ball.
How we'd romp our way .

Through the lens, bright day, ..

With never a care at all!
How we'd gambol and play
In a careless way
Through attic, and chamber, and.hall

If you were a "playful puppy,
And I were a baby shoe,
How we'd scamper and skip, .
Helter-skelte- r, flop, Hip, "

In a game of our own, quite new;
With a boband dip, - - .

And a hop and a skip.,
in a rollicking game for two!

Little Willy en Grand Opera.
By Walter Q. Boty.

A feller come out an' set on the
stage.

An he hollered an yelled, an" I
guts he was sick.

Then a lady come out in a turrlble
rage, .

An' she hollered an' yelled an'-the- n

' give him a ldek;
An' then they both hollered and yell-

ed and howled,
An they '

waved their arms an they
yipped an' yowled.

Say, mebbe you'd like it, but I dun--

I'd lots rather go to a pitchure show.

An' & boat came bumpin' along a
strtm.

An' the banks was made of paper-...
nrashay,

An' a syrun let out a turrlble scream,
An' the water-nymp- hs In a awful

way;
An then they all hollered and yelled

and yowled.
An a dog what got into the audience

howled.
Course mebbe you'd like it. but as fer

me;
TA lots rather be to a circus. you

see.

UNCLE JED'S --TALK TO WIDE- -

AWAKES.

I think we'll have a little talk about
the cucumber, one of the old garden
vegetables, which was cultivated 3,000
years ago in Egypt; and the Israel-
ites were bo fond of ' them ' that they
missed them whin they were In the
wilderness and found fault with' Moses
because '"he couldn't supply them.

The oldest writer on agriculture
gives instructions for artificially grow-
ing iihem. And one "of the empesors

. of Rome Tlberiusr was so' fond of
' them that he had them served on hU
table every day In- - the year.

The encumbers we see are green,
then ripen to yellow; but . old
writers describe (- cucumbers as be-

ing of wax-colo- r, or black, so
It has been very much im-
proved: and the ancient growers used
to soak the seed In milk and honey
for two days so as to make them
pleasant to the taste we use vinegar
and pepper upon them for the same
purpose.

It was called cowcumber in olden
times and no One can tell why, unless
at some- tlnie it was fed to cows as
roots ar fed now. There is no de
fense for pronouncing the first syllable
cu cow.

The cucumber spread to all coun
tries from. Egypt and is a popular
food everywhere On earth. In the
interior of Russia in September they

back." fiaid Bca. . .
1 fxiiild not do tnet. Ben. for it:

would be wrong to stand by and see
you steal, or to whistle to warn you-shoul-

the man come. I should then
be aa bd as you," replied his triemi.

H(i itaeH you are,'r Said Ben. "you
can d a yoa like, and I snail go and
get soma apples." ,

-

So Ben climbed over the hedge, and
thought ho was Male.

The owner of the orchard was besind
the hedge and had heard all the boys
had said. The roanhad a switch, and
as soon as Ben's zeei louonea tbe
ground, ho caught hold of him by the
collar, and gave him a whipping.

"There," tald the owner, I will teach
you how to lay hand on what la not
your own." .

Ben was imanicg imm ueau to loox,
but he made oft as fast as he could
and ran back to Dick who had seen
and heard all.

"Come around to the gate my laa.7
said the man to Dick, "and I will give
you as many apples as you can cat.
for you are an honest boy -- and one
your father and mother may be proud
or.".

So IMck went up to tne gate and the
man was as good as his word.

- MARY A. BUF-KIT.- Age U.
Stafford Springs.

My Sister Laura's Birthday.
Monday was my little sister's birth- -

dar. She was to years old.
Mamma itave her a new dress. j

give her some candy. She had a
haDDy day.

We have some Kitties, a Dig Kitty
and three little kittles. They are
very nice, meir names are, tne wnite
one Snowball, because he is white like
snow. The other two are black like
a nigger. Blacky and Lily. - I like
cats very much.

We also have four rabbits.
The cats ate twenty-fiv- e rabbits. It

was very bad, the cat ate them.
IRENE M. MATHIEU. Age 13.

Columbia.

Lost In The Woods.
One day my friend and I were out

in the woods. We were picking flow-
ers, when all atonce I eaw a rabbit
I left my friend picking flowers.
chased the rabbit for a mile when all
at once It disappeared and I kjiow not
where he went.

When I remembered my friend
wanted to go back to her, but I saw
that I was lost So I sat down and
soon fell asleep.

My friend waited for me and saw
that I didn't come, so she went home
and told my father and mother she
thought that I was lost My rather
and my father's friend went out in
search of me and found me sound
asleeD.

They brought me home . and laid
me in my bed where I slept some hours
and woke up. I thought I was lost in
the woods when I found myseir in my
own bed.

Later in the day I said to my
mother, I will neer go in the woods
again myself, or witn my irienos.

TILLIE R. WOLK. Age 13.
Norwich.

Rob Jackson's Dog.
One day Rob Jackson was playing

with his dog, named jack, near a. nt
tie bridge.

' He threw a stick into the mill pond,
for Jack to jret it

Jack jumped into the water, but the
wheel was in" full motion, and Jack
was drawn in towards It

Rob was afraid Jack was going to
be drowned, and he was just about to
jump in after hirr when one of the
mill hands neld nim rast.

"Wait a bit," said the man. and he
held out a long pole to Jack wlio
clutched it with his teeth, and was
drawn safely to land.

JOHN WIENESKTE, Age 10.
Yantic

The S,tory the Old Tree Told.
I can remember when I was a little

green acorn and hung on the hightset
branch of a huge oak. looking for
over the green valleys, and up Into
the brisrht sunllaht.

. Kx-er- y day the hot sun scorched my
green suit, and changed It into a love
ly brown.

One night a storm' came up and
blew the old tree's . branches to and
fro, aiid very soon I went Jumbling
and bumping from limb to limb, land-
ing on the soft grass below with many
other acorns.

I lay there on the ground for a few
days, then I was picked up by a lit
tie girl and carried away in her
Docket

There I stayed for over a week going
wherever the little girl went

While she was walking in the-pastu-

one day she happened to put
her hand In her pocket and found me
there. She took me out and threw me
as far away as she could.

I dropped in the open pasture, and
every time it rained I was washed
more and more into the soft earth, and
very soon sprouted.

Every day I grew stronger and in
about a year I was two feet tall.

The little girl often came to the
pasture and she always came to look
at me and thought what a great tree
I would become some day.

In about twenty years I was twenty-si- x
feet tall, and had large spreading

branches. Children came to swing on
my low, limber branches ,and I became
more and mere loved as the years
went by.

The little girl who threw me away
when I was an acorn and gave me
such a lovely home and happy Jlfe Is
now an old lady, but she does not
know how I came to be here.

EVELYN E. WOODWARD, Age 13.
Columbia.

The Thoughtful Mother.
The most thoughtful bird mother

that I know of was a goose whi.-- h

Franklin tells us about.
He says this goose had made her

nest In the kitchen of the farmhouse
and she was the only one of the
fowls that came In there to nest.

But after she had been eitting on her
eggs a few days she was seen to leave
them and go out of the room and
waddle slowly to the yard where the
rest of the geese were.

There she went ud to a younger
gooee and after some quacking she
turned and walked back, the other
goose coming with her. She came into
the kitchen followed shyly by the
other goose which had never been in
the room before.

Then the older one went up to the
nest but laid on the ground beside it,
while the younger one climbed Into the
neet and sat down on the egs.

In a short time, the mother goose was
dead, while the-'othe- r remained on the
nest and brought up the brood.

MARY RYBIC.
Mansfield:

The Old Fashioned Cottage.
In a very lonely town, where the

large pine trees blow in the breeze,
and the beautiful silver streams, glide
and ripple along in the sunshine, there
dwells two kind-heart- ed persons, who
are owners of the "Sunshine Inn".

On coming near the cottage you can
see the , smoke from the large red
chimney ascend in the air in large
white clouds, and then two happy
smiling faces ready to greet you.

Then as you are led in the house.
you see a pretty little stove in the
corner, shining with cleanliness, and
tne table witn tour or tlve chairs
around it -

You are instantly seated and givan
something to eat. then shown about in
the other rooms.

On the flret floor in from the kitchen
is shown a largo fire-pla- ce and two
rocking chairs with a lounge to match.

Then there is the two bed-roo- and

"BUCDose I can't ' find the shortest
Way, What then 7"

'I can't walls all. night anyway,"
answered Johnnie.

"O, EOr we'll camp out, Johnnie.
"I" shouldn't dare to, Ftankl"
'There's nothing its. the woods to

hurt us," said Frank. -

He was still puasled. Every path
went deeper and deeper Into the for-
est, He couldn't find one familiar
spot. At last he said It Was useless
to try any longer. He might go fur-
ther from home. Still cheerful, he
said: "Here'U be a good place to
camp in."

"Why, Frank, can't you find any
way homer" said Johnnie in alarm.

Tin afraid not tonight," Frank said.
Suddenly they were startled by loud

shouts. But as the' sound came near-
er, Frank recognized his father's
voice and answered the call back.

In a few minutes both boys were
clinging to their father's hands.

FRANK PARDY. Age 12.
Norwich,

Ocean Beach,
One bright summer five little chil-

dren were clavtna on a sandy beach.
Some of them were digging holes for
the high tide to fill and some were
watching the boats sailing out In the
oounu.

The two older boys were feeling un
happy because they wanted so much
to srn for a aalL but all the fishermen
were too busy to take them, and kind
Skipper Jim was nowhere to be seen.
The children loved - him because he
took them out often in his little dory.

"Oh, let's go home!" cried one of
the boys, when behold, just above the
roofs of the fish houses, the old brown
sail of Skipper Jim's boat came in
sight, and there was no more talk
of going home.

In a few minutes they were all
aboard and sailing away over the
blue water as happy as five little cnu
dren could be.

LORIANNE L. MARTIN. Age 12.
Plainfield.

THE OLIVE ORCHARD.

Once there was" a farmer who had
three sons that didn't- - like to work.
The farmer had a big farm. When he
thought it was his time to die he called
his sons to him and said:

"There is a pot of gold in the orchard
it you want 'it you must dig lor it.

After the farmer died they went to
the orchard and began at one end
digging to the other end but didn't find
the pot of gold.

They said: "Some one must have
stolen it"

The. next season they had a nice or
chard of olives. They sold them and
got a nice pot of gold. Then they
knew what their father meant

LUCY HENSHAW, Age 11.
Colchester,

Tame Humming Birds. .
.o one would think it an easy thing

to tame a humming bird, and yet it
has been done. A lady in Danvers.
Mass., in one summer had four little
humming birds in her house, which
in some degree became tame

First she found two In a nest and
they were nearly starved to death.
The parent birds had left them, and
perhaps had been killed by some bird
of prey. The nest was the prettiest
and nicest of nests, an inch and a half
across the top, made of buff-color- ed

down and covered with wood lichens.
The first thing she did was to make

a thick syrup of sugar and water and
fed them with a small quill. She was
delighted to find that they drank it
eagerly and it suited them well, for
xney grew in size and strength, in
time they learned to sip it up them
selves, out cr a little dish.

The lady would not imprison them
In a cage, so she put nets over all
the windows, and let them fly atlarge through the house. Their fa
vorite perch was a loop in the strings
of a window curtain Here they al-
ways passed the. night and here they
UKea to BWlng in the daytime.

The plumage on their heads and
backs were green, each feather timed
with golden brown, which gave him
a changeable appearance The wings
and tails were black with a narrow
white stripe around the tail. The
throat and breast were white speckled
witn olack. XMature does not sup-
ply them with their most brilliant
plumage till a more mature ace.

One of them . was stronger, bolder,
and larger than the other, and was
therefore supposed to be a male, so
he was named Robbie. The other
was called Jeanie. One morning poor
little Robbie was missing and aftera long search was made he was found
in a sweeping machine. He was taken
out in a forlorn condition, and, though
tenderly nursed,' died. In a few days
rrom the injuries he had received
The lady mourned for his death, and
Jeanie seemed to do so also; she was
restless and uneasy, and kept nearer
to her mistress than usual. Jeanie,
like Robbie, came to ah untimely end.
One morning her mistress found her
fluttering and nearly drowned in a lit
tie water which had been left in a
wash basin. In spite of her careful
nursing she died after a few days.

ALICE F. BURRILL, Age 16.
Stafford Springs. y

The Wooden Bowl.
There was once an old man whose

knees were so weak he could but just
waiK. tie could see and near but lit
tie. and he did not have any teeth:

When he sat at the table he could
hardly hold his spoon in his hand
and often he spilt soup upon the
table cloth. His son and son's wife
were angry with him. After a. while
they made him sit behind the stove
and eat out of a little earthern bowl
and what was still worse they did not
give him enough. At such times thepoor old man would look towards the
table and his eyes would fill with
tears.

At one time his hands .were so weak
ne could not hold his howl and it fell
to the floor and broke in nieces.

His son's wife scolded him sharply
while the old man moaned a little, but
said nothing.

Then they bought him a cheap wood-
en bowl and made him eat out of thatOnce when the young man and his
wife were sitting in their room, their
little son who was about five years
old nrougnt in a block of wood.

"What are you going to do with
inai r- - asKed nis lather.

"Oh," said the boy. 'Tm going to
make a little trough out of which
father and mother shall eat when Igrow up to be a man!"

The boy's father and 'mother looked
at each other a moment and then cast
down their eyes with shame. ' Their
lather did not eat aain in the cor
ner. They helped him to a chair by
the table and let him eat with them;
and they found no fault if he spilt
soup on xne ta.Dte ciotn.

BERTHA N. BURRILL, Age 14.
Stafford Springs.

The Boys and the Apples.
One day Dick and Ben went for

walk. At the end of the long, green
lane they came to an orchard in which
there grew . some apple trees. Theapples looked good and ripe and Ben
saia ne wisneo ne nad some.

"So do I," said Dick.
"We will get some," said Ben.

No, they are not ours," answered
DICK. --

"But they will be when we get them.'laughed Ben. '

"No. for first we must steal the an
pies from the man who owns the or- -
cnard so they cannot be ours-.-

No one will see us; and if you are
arraid to come with me. I will climb
over the-- hedge and get the apples. You
can there; and If the man comes

rooms kept for company only.
Around the house the rose vines

climb, and the air is scented with the
sweet perfume of the dahlias growing
along the wall. .

At tujrht when' you leave Ton are
bidden good-by- e and told to come
again where you. win always c we,.
corned. -

ANG1E WHITE, Age 15.
Stafford Springs.

.Hla Parade.
Little Boy -- Blue was sitting on a

post waiting for the parade to pass by.
for It was Memorial day. Ho always
wore a little blue suit and a little blue
cap, and that was why be waa called
"Little Boy Blue." aitnouffo nu real
name was Henry.

"1 wish tnay would let roe mnrcn,
he said, drumming his heels" against
the post "perhaps they would if I had
some nowers. bo ne neppea down
from the poet, and filled hi chubby
nets witn uuf ;e wnite oaiaies, ana nut-tercu- ns

that looked as If they bad just
been varnished, they were so bright
and shining Little Boy Blue thought
they were the prettiest sowers in the
world.

By this time he heard the musks
and could see the flags just coming
into sight at the end Of the long
street Nearer and nearer tney eame,
and the drums made such a delightful
noise that the little fellow could bard-l- v

kPAn h1aft still.
- When the parade got opposite to hmi
he could Xeep still no longer and he
cried out:

"Oh, do let tne march, toy grandpa
was a soldier.

"To be sure,' said one of the men,
"he was our old captain." The 'tall sol-
dier took the little boy by the htnd,
and they marched along the street to
gether. .

The flags waved, the bad played its
best, and even the drum major was not
as proud and happy aa Little Boy
Blue.

PAULINE SMOLOWITZ, Age X2
Norwich.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED '
Building a Ptgmie Country,

Dear Uncle Jed: My brother and I
came up from the city of New York
to board in the country. We wanted
something to amuse eurselves's with.
At first we thought of building a tree
house; but we havo been building a
"Pigmie Country" which I am going to
ten you about

-- We started In by laying out far.ni
and roade.. At first .we only had two
or three houses, and small roads, and
we have Improved to better road a, and
better farms and houses. :

The houses are made of wood and
are not over one story high. We have
two post offices, two stores, a Uvjry
stable and several other out buiidinga.

We have three lines of railroad. A
street car line, a freight line andpassenger line.

There are two automobiles on the
place.

And then the brook runs near. On
it we have a little saw-mil- l, and we
have steam boats, too. a

There are two Dying machines to be
built

we manufacture everything our
selves.

And many a happy time have we
Bad mere.
ARTHUR S. MERRIFIELD. Age 12.

Baltic
A Surprise Party.

Dear Uncle Jed. Once there wee re 2
little girls and a boy. Their names
were Katie. Louise and Dicky, and
they lived in the country. Not far
from their house lived an old lady
and she was poor.

It was coming New Year's and the
children thought it would be nice to
give her a surprise, because they knew
she wouldn't have anything. These
children had neen saving their pen
nies for most two months and they bad
22.00 saved. When it was time to use
it they didn't know just what to give
uus iaay.

But Louise thought it would be nice
to get her some sugar, coffee, tea,
crackers, and some other dainties, and
so they got those things for her.

But Dicky didn't give his pennies to
the girls, but he got one of his father's
pumpkins and cleaned the inside out
and put he pennies In that, and then
he put his pumpkin In his little cart
and started pft for the old lady's house.

On the way he met his sisters and
they asked him where be was going
with that pumpkin and he said,

"Going to give it to the lady," aidthey laughed at him.
But when he got to her bouse hegave her the pumpkin and she opened

the top. And hidden In the bottom was
$1.60, and with It was a note saying
with thia money you can buy some
wood from Dicky Dicks'.

MILDRED EILER, Age 14.
Norwich' Town.

Rosie's Tango,
Dear Uncle Jed: I am sin tn toil

you about my dog. Her name is Tango.
sn win ne eigne weeks, old today.
She has one ear brown and the other
is white with brown spots. One eye
is brown and the other is white, sne
has also brown spots on her back.

ROSIE HALLO WELL, Age 12.
Augusta. Me.

How She Made Fudge.
Dear Uncle Jed: We have had a

lot of rain here this week. It was rain-
ing here the other afternoon and as 1
did not have much to do so I thought
I would make some fudge. It turned
out pretty good, being the first time I
had made It.

I am sending a copy of the recipe 1
used.

Chocolate Fudge One cun granu
lated sugar, 2 cup milk, butter size of
egg, 2 ounces unsweetened chocolate
1 teaspoon vanilla. Boil the mixture
until it will make a soft ball when
dropped in water. Remove from the
fire; beat until thick, adding the vani.la
while beating. Pour into buttered pans,
mark in squares and set aside to cool.

Hoping some of the Wide Awakes
may try this recipe and report

- JESSIE BKEHAUT.
East Norwich, N. Y.

Our Picnic in the Woods.
Dear Uncle Jed: I have read the

Wide Awake stories so often and
liked them so well, I thought I would
write about our picnic in the woods.

At the close of school our teach-i- r

told us If we all brought ten cents we
would invite the fifth grade and have a
picnic, in the woods. So on the elgh
teenth of June in the morning we start-
ed off about Quarter of ten, and we
Kot home about half past' eleven.

We had cake, candy, peanuts and
ice cream. We played all sorts of
rames. '

We thanked the teacher very much
for having such a good time and she
was glad to know we all bad a good
time.

I hope if some of the Wide Awakc's
go to a picnic they will have as good
a time as we oia.

EDNA MAY BALDWIN, Age lL
TaftvUle.

The Nathan Hale Monument.
Dear Uncle Jed: Tve had a birthday

since I wrote you last spring. My
birthday ia July 4th. If there are any
other of your nieces who have their
birthday on July 4th I would like to
have them write to me.

I was interested In the piece about
Nathan Hale in the Bulletin, because
his monument is only two miles from
my home. I was over there Deooj-- a
Day, it In CT.y a few steps from Lche--
side PiirTic.

Whenwe were coming - nt of the

...20c
.. . ... .... v. ...25c

. . .-
-. ...... . .. . 30c

MOWERS , ' ?

...... .'. ... ....... ..$20
v $2.75

..$3.25

..$3-5- 0

.$2.00

.$3.75

.$4.25
$4s50

.$6.00
SHEARS

19c
39c
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74 Franklin Street

New Word.
That new word leprcartum" 1s

what might be called, without hesita-
tion, a humdinger. The finest thins
about It 1b tfcat it sets th patterns
for about a thousand other words ws
have been seeding, such as whoop

sp&Tlnarium. shlngle-ariu-

' ringworm axiam, toothache-ariu-

measlearlnm. mumparium,
feverarium, pellagrarinm. windcoUc-ariu-m,

hookwormarinjn,. searietraah-ariu- m,

etc Sous
words, those! ' ytf- .

.... :-
-

Dally Thought. v -j

. They say that walls have ears. May j

these four walls of ours hear only
laughter and kindly speech. Myrtle
Held.

TRAVELERS' DIRECTORY".

New London'
.. , (NORWICH) .

'

LUine
-t-o- - :

NEW, YORK .
8TEAMER8 $

CHESTER W. CHAPIN '
CITY OF LOWELL

Choose this route next time you go
to New York. You'll have a delightful I

voyage on Long Island Sound and a
superb view of the wonderful skyline
and waterfront of Manhattan Island. '.

Steamer leaves New London at ll.fis.
p. m. week days also Sundays to Sept!
6 includsive, due New York, Bier 70,;
East River, at 4.20 and Pier 10. North!
River, 7 o clock next morning. i

NORWICH to $0.80NEW YORK
Meals a la Carte

Tickets and staterooms from ticket
agent railroad station. j

NEW ENGLAND STEAMSHIP CO.j
;

STEAMER CHELSEA

To ft'ew York
FARE 1.00

All Outside Rooms
Excellent Dining Servioe

Leaves Norwich Tuesdays,
Thursdays and Sundays at 4.15
p. m.

Leaves New York Mondays.
Wednesdays and Fridays at a
p. m.

Express servioe at freight rates,
Tel 117 F. V. Knouee, Agent

9 s. m. tt8p.rn. Daily,

10 a. m. to 1 p. m. Sundays

You used to choose, between degrees

of aches the sching tooth or the ex-

tracting. Kow by our system. " "

Painless Extracting
vs.

The Tooth Ache !

We guarantee absolutely painless
work inall branches of - dentistry.'
Not only, parnless, but the most ski'I-j- "

full work at the most moderate prices
within the reach of alL . '.

DR. F. C JACKSON '

DR. D. J. COYLE:
i

Succeeding the King Dental Company,

203 Main 8treet. , - '

Next to Bostorf Store.

Lcdy Attendant- - - Phone 12S2-- I

V WtoWHI Ss so adverrJstBff aiedtase la
Bastcrn Connecticut equal to Tha Bui--
letin for business results.

It Is mors than probable that the
cucumber is older than the pyramids
of Egypt and the Queen of Shaba
may have ' used :cucumber juice to
make her skin fair as the ladles do
today. -

The cucumber is one of the world's
most important vine-produc- ts, but
few people seem to be aware of If
LETTERS OF ACKNOWLEDGMENT

Alice F. Bu prill, of Stafford Springs
Many thank. for the prize hook en

titled. The Automobile Girls at Chi
cago. I have read it all through and
found it-- very, very Interesting.

x

Floyd Hill, of Norwich I thank you
kindly for-- my prize i book, The High
School Pitcher. I have finished read-
ing it and have found it very inter
esting.
. Miriam Waller, of New London I
have just received your lovely priase
book. The Meadow Brcok Girls Afloat.
Thank you over and over again.

Catherine Desmond, of Norwich I
thank you many times forthe lovely
prize book entitled The Sword of
Wayne. I have; read most of it and
found it very Interesting. v

Mildred White, of Stafford Springs
Thanks very much for the prize

book I won. I have started to read
it and find lvery interesting. This
was the first prize book I won.

Irene Mathieu, of Columbia: I thank
you very much foV the pretty prize
book you sent me. It is the first l
have won. I will try hard . for an
other book. Thank you many times.

Grace Kern, of Norwich: I thank
you 'very much for the prise book I
won entitled. "The Automobile Girls
at Newport." I read it through and
it is very lnteresting.- -

Lewis Sears, of Norwich: I thank
you very much for the prize book.
"Black Beauty." I read it and it was
very interesting.

THE WINNERS OF PRIZE BOOKS.

1 Mary Rybic, of Mansfield Uncle
Tom. the Burglar.

2 Alice F. Burrill, of Stafford
Springs Black Beauty.

3 Bertha Burrill, of Stafford
springs Anaersen s 'if airji. Tales.

4 Evelyn E. Woodward, of Colum-
bia Aunt Martha's Corner Cupboard.

5 Helen M, Reynolds, of Eaglevllle
Alice's Adventures in "Wonderland.
6 Arthur S. Merrifield, of Baltic

Uncle Sim s soys as sergeants.
7 Mildred Eiler of Norwich Town
The Little Lame Prince.
S Pauline Smolowitz, of Norwich

Bip Van Winkle.
Winners of prize books may call at

the business office of The Bulletin for
them at any hour after 10 a. m. on
Thursday.

LETTERS WRITTEN BY WIDE-
AWAKES.

Lost in the Woods.
"Here's a path, guess we'll try this.

There must be a way out."
"O, Frank, I can't go another step,

I'm so tired!"
"Poor Johnnie!" said the elder

brother. "We'll sit down for a little
while. Here's a grand seat."

Johnnie leaned his ne&d against
Frank's shoulder, too tired to speak.

Frank feared they were really lost,
but he did not wish to alarm John-
nie. Now aa he sat with his arm
around Johnnie be noticed that night
was coming on. They would certain-
ly have to resaain in the woods all
night unless he could find his way
home soon.
- "Come Johnnie, mother'll be won-
dering where we are We must hurry
home now."

"Will you go the shortest way?"

asol up to keep off the hot sun. Shedropped one of her gloves without no-ticing it but a few minutes later, alittle girl picked it upn and ran afterthe .lady, callins: as loudly as she could.But the lady did not hear. -
By this time, the little girl was allout of breath, and she gasped. "Ohdear! If I could only run faster! Mr.Wind came up with a big puff, andtook the lady's parasol right out of;

her hand and blew it back towards thelittle girl.
The lady was very much surprisedand turned around quickly tossed whathad hap.pened; and then she saw Jen-niethat is the little girl's name run-ning to her with the glove in her hand.And the lady said, "Thank you very

much. If it had not been for that gust
of wind, I shouldn't have known youwere trying to overtake me."
Then Mr. Wind saw a tired mammasitting in a window; her little boy wasplaying with some .paper soldiers, outin the garden, and his mamma wantedhim to go to the store. She had calledhim three times but he did not come.

Mr. Wind saw how tired she looked,so he went up to the little boy, andwhat do you think he did? Whv, thelittle boy had six soldiers and Mr.Wind blew them all away except one.The little boy reached after, them, butthey were fluttering off far above hishead and he never saw them again.He felt verv sorry.
A poor little boy who had nothing toplay with found one of the eoldierson his way to school the next morning

The others were blown around in thestreet until they were so torn andmuddy that no one would have rec-
ognized them.

Well, you know Mr. Wind travels sovery fast that it would take me a long
time to tell all he did that afternoon:how he set - windmills going and how
he shook some clouds until they madea pleasant shower for the thirsty
ers and played with children's curls:how he waved flags on the tape ofgreat buildings. and . ' raised the
branches of the trees.

Tin 4t. Tavf- ti4v,a if.a ...
out to the big ocean and have a frolic
withy the waves; they had a merry
time playing "tag,'vall the waves run-
ning as fast as they could and Mr.
Wind chasing them.

But all the time Mr. Wind was so
busy not even one person had a
glimpse of him to see' how he looked.
Youth's Companion. ' -

Bulletin Building,

cemetery, as the old soldiers went past
the monument one old soldier took aia
hat clear off and held it in his ha id
until he got by.

My great great grandfather brought
tbe top stone of the monument from
Norwich with several yoke of oxen.

I saw my name in the Bulletin where
we were down to the camp ground hav-
ing a Sunday School picnic. We had avery pleasant time that day.

I received a Sve year 'pin last Jan-
uary from the Sunday school where I
go and haven't missed once since.

This morning (Sunday) thtrty-efg- ht

soldiers went past my home with
their saddle bags. They came from
Hartford and camped last night In Bji-to- n.

they were going to Hampton tocamp. They had a horn and a fla.It was a very pretty sight '
HELEN M. REYNOLDS, Age IS. .

Eagleville.

Whistling Develops Lungs. '
A doctor has discovered that whis-

tling Is good for the health. It fills
the lungs with Invigorating oxygen,
and this revivifies flagging spirits and
flabby muscles. Boys are prons to
be broader cheated than girls, and
better constructed for deep muscular
tones because of the lung exercise
which, accompanies whi3tllng, and one
of the first things they try to do when
they're passed babyhood is to whlsUe.

Thy Fellow Man.
Carve your name on hearts, and net

on marble. Charles Sjurgeon.
.
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Bucklen's Arnica Salve for Skin Erup-- .
tions

Infection and Insect Bites Dangerous.
Mosquitoes, flies and other insects,

which breed quickly in Karbacre Dalls
ponds of stagnant water, barns, musty
places, etc., are carriers of disease.Every time they bite you, they inject
poison into your system from which
some dread disease may result ' Oet a
bottle of Sloan's Liniment It is an-
tiseptic and a few drops will neu-
tralize the Infection caused by Insect
bites or rusty nails. Sloans Lini-
ment disinfects Cuts, Bruises and
Sores. You cannot afford to be with
out It In your home. Money back If
not aausnea. umy Zoc at your Drug
gist .

Bucklen's Arnica Salve for Sores
Worms' and Hot Weather Make Chil

dren Sick.
Get a box ol Klekapoo Worm Killertoaay. etve it to your child accordig to directions, and see how aulclc

ly your sick and nervous1 child willget well. It rids the system of worms
clears the sallow complexion

checks pains in stomach and bowels
cleans the tongue and makes the

brccs gs m3i. oS fecaio taed- -
verssa xzsn ten eae to toe
system.. sa?2tse c aa Money
back if net satisfied. Only 25c at your
Diggist

What Mr. Wind Saw On His Travels'

One beautiful quiet day. in early
summer, Mr. Wind said, "Ha ha, 1

wonder it the people think that I am
not going to visit them again i":il
Autumn' If they do, they are mis-
taken. Of Course, after my busy season
in the Spring, I had to rest a while,
but now I am quite ready for work.''

So he shook himself well and started
out on his journey about three o'clock
in the afternoon.

The first $lace he visited was a large
city, where there was a paper-mil- l.

Inside the mill were a great many peo-
ple, all working so busily that they had
no time to rest and cool off.

Mr. Wind looked, in and said "Oh,
how hot and tired those people seem!"

So he breathed a long breath of air
in through tbe door and then hurried
off while the people were saying. "Ah
how good that breese feels!"

Next Mr. Wind peeped into a bed-
room window and there he saw some-
thing that puszled hint.

There was an old gentleman sound
asleep on a lounsrei he was snoring,
too and beside the lounge wasa trav-
eling ba all packed..

Mr. Wind thought a minute, then
said, "Aha! I have it be is taking a
ne.p before starting oil journey. I am
afraid he will miss hie train if he does
not wake soon."

So he whistled a merry ' tune and
rattled the shutters, then saw the old
gentleman jump up, all of a sudden
and rub his eyes, saythg, "I wonder
who wok tne-jus- t then? I am glad I
did hot sleep any later. The train
starts in 10 minutes and I shall have
to harry to catch it' Then Mr. Wind went Into a garden
toid saw there tw little birds looking
very shy. They did not say a word,
but stood a little apart, as if they did
not know just what to do.

Mr. Wind said to himself. "How is
this? Perhaps they don't know each
other. I ll do something to help them
to be friends"

He stole up very quietly and carl
rifd off one little girl's hat They
both ran after it and bv tha tim
It was cattght and put on again. -- theyj
were iajiun- ittusmntr as 1( tney
had always been acquainted.

Mr. Wind then peeped into another' bedroom, where there was a little boy
sick in bed. He had fever and that
made him feel very hot Mr. Wind
slipped in And fanned him gently, and
soon he was in dreamland.

Next Mr. Wind saw a lady walking
quickly down the street with her par


